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lroning Out The Kinks 


Author's Notes: 

Hello, Rockfic! This is my first fic ever published on this platform, or any platform, for that matter. | normally 
keep my writing to myself, but a certain Jae Nunyah mentioned possibly wanting to see what was in my 
drafts, so | spent some time cleaning it up. You might regret that, my friend, because as you'll read, this is 
basically just cold-open, gratuitous, indulgent smut with a very simple premise. Oh well, at least the proverbial 


band-aid has been torn off. | hope you enjoy more than you cringe. 


Their shirts hit the floor before the door had even closed behind them. On their way to the motel double bed, 


they peppered in conversation between wet kisses. 
"What l'm saying is, it doesn't make any damn sense to mention the miracle mile in a song about New Orleans." 
"Well, you come up with something better to rhyme with ‘smile’ and I'll hear you out.” 


"It doesn't have to be the miracle mile, now, does it? It could be any sort of mile. You've just got a terminal 


case of the LA-brain" A chuckle. 


A whooshing whump sound accompanied the removal of Walter's belt. It clanged unpleasantly as it hit the 
hardwood floor. Donald hated when Walter laughed at his own stupid jokes, sevenfold when it was at his 
expense. He pulled him in by the belt loops until they were hip to hip and pressed him to the panelling. 
"What sort of mile, then? You got a better mile in mind?" 

Walter chewed on his lip, looked up for a bit.. 

tick, tick, tick... 


then rolled his eyes. 


"Miracle mile, it is," he acquiesced with a sigh, taking off his glasses and pushing them to the bedside table, 
'Itll throw people for a loop, | guess. Inject a little story for people to chomp on" 


"Broaden the already wildly overgrown culture of exegesis among our dear, cruelly misguided fanbase." 
"Right." 


"There's something to be said for playing along when it works.” Donald said, leaning down to give Walter a 
consolation kiss. One that he was in no mood for, considering how sharply he bit his bottom lip. 


"Ow." 


Walter went to work at Don's fly, pulling until his jeans bunched at his thighs. He took his half-hard cock in 
hand through the cotton of his boxers, feeling it swell and twitch and warm the meat of his palm. 


Donald groaned into his mouth. "You know, just once, | wish you'd entertain the idea of foreplay." 
"So we're usin’ that one line?" 


"Huh? Oh," Don said when his brain had caught up. All the blood had gone decidedly opposite of his executive 
functions. "The one Gary was talking about?" 


"Yeah. That the girls use, what with the mingling of business and pleasure. Voulez vous.. hey!" 
Donald yanked at the hem of Walts jeans. They pooled at his ankles. When had he even undone them? 
"Coucher avec moj, ce soir” 


Donald laughed, low in his chest: 


"Nice to be asked for once, not having you shoving your hands down my pants post-rehearsal.” 
‘Mmm, talking as if you've ever had any semblance of protest.” 

"You're gonna give Denny a heart attack one of these days." 

"Well, it's either me or the blow." 


Walter gave him a little squeeze, one that Don responded to with an eager croak. Together, shuffling on socked 
feet in tandem like some four-legged, one-brained, humanoid mass, they wobbled their way to the gaudily- 
patterned duvet. Don wheezed in protest under Walter's weight as he collapsed on top of him, knees sinking into 


the worn mattress. 


His mouse-brown hair, a few days overdue for a wash, and heavy and frizzed with wet San Francisco heat, fell 
forward over his shoulders to frame both their faces, like a curtain hastily falling on a disastrous theatre 


performance. Donald combed a hand through it, pushed stray, sticky strands behind his ear. 


A smile lifted the fat of Walter's cheeks at the touch, and at the gaze Donald affixed him with. Like the sun, 
too painful to look at for long. 


"The whole line, then?" he said, scratching an idle finger through the wiry fuzz on Don's chest. 


"Oh, heavens no, | don't think we'll be able to fit the whole line!" Don warbled with wanton affect. Walter belly- 
laughed. 


The vocalization trailed into a snicker and then a gentle, pensive hum, as he pulled Donald's cock from its cotton 
confines. It sat thick and heavy in his hand. He gave it a few proper strokes, smiling when Don hissed and 
canted his hips shallowly into his grip. Never ceased to surprise him, the man's member-to-body ratio. 


Not like he'd ever admit it. Never would hear the end of it if he did. 


"Just the tip, then," Walter said, leaning over to rummage through his suitcase in the corner. He returned with 


a small tub of Vaseline. "Help a guy out?" 


Donald gave his friend a onceover, sitting there, fuzzy chest rosy as his high cheekbones, holding the tub high 
in his hand like a champagne flute. 


Walter might have been opaque and unpredictable to the tabloids, to their audience, to Dave and Skunk and 
Denny and Jim. But Donald saw the trembling of his muscles underneath his fair skin like an x-ray, and the 
anticipation dulling the edge on his sharp eyes. They'd never know the Walter Becker he knew. 


"You know," Walter continued upon his silence, "Been waiting for this since | watched you dance along those keys 


on Fire In The Hole today," He made a little piano playing motion with his fingers for good measure, "Always 


fucks me up." 


The Walter Becker, Don thought with a snort, who sat up on his high-horse amp and snuck little glances 
toward the keyboard, thinking not of the music, but of the pianists fingers up his ass. 


“Issat so," Don murmured, couldn't help but lean forward to kiss along the column of his neck, pushing his hair 
out of the way, and plucking the lube from his hand, "Where do you want it, then? Since you've been waiting so 
long." 

Donald figured he wasn't quite so opaque himself, especially not when Walter, after a few moments’ silent 
deliberation, slid out of his underwear and lay down on his tummy along the bed, primly folding his arms 
underneath him and sticking his rear in the air just pointedly enough to be an invitation 

"Voulez vous?" he said, casting a shit-eating grin over his shoulder. 

"Voulez vous," Donald parroted, absently. 

He unscrewed the tub and dug out some of the thick jelly with the tips of his fingers, hovering over Walter's 
prone body. The hand that wasn't an oily mess combed its way down the expanse of Walter's back, prodded at 
freckles and squeezed at his love handles and dug into the sunken dimples above his ass, until finally coming 
back up to settle firmly against the nape of his neck. 

"Too few syllables," Don commented, sliding in the first finger to the knuckle. 


The muscles in Walter's back pulled taut with the intrusion and took a few moments to relax. Donald watched 


as his fingers curled and unfurled against the bleached pillow sham. 
"Mm-- talking about the line?" 
"Yeah, too short." 


Walter hummed the half-formed melody of the song as Don joined his index finger with the middle. The tune 


became clipped and dissonant in Walter's droning baritone the further Donald pressed. 


"Red beans and rice for a quarter.. yada yada yada-- oh, fuck-- if we're gonna use it at the end of every 


verse.. Don, fucking stop, Im trying to talk--" 
“That's the plan." 
"Fuck, that's good" 


Don picked up where Walt left off, in a high, singsong whisper. "..his hard earned pay, red beans and rice for a 
quarter.. hmmm. You can see her." 


"there every day?" 
A particularly directed hook of the fingers made Walter moan deep in his throat. 
"What the hell was that for?" His voice trembled nearly as much as his hands. 


"| like the direction, but its phonetically weird" Donald said, withdrawing his fingers and wiping them on his 


discarded boxers. 


"Well, in all fairness, you try to think of anything down here with goddamned Liberace playing with your 


asshole." 

"You say that like I'm unaffected. l'm about at my limit, here, too," Donald said, strained with his arousal, 
fetching the Vaseline and digging out another glob. He coated himself with it, taking his time with the up and 
down, watching Walter watch his hand. He felt like he could laugh at the thinly veiled desire that upturned his 
brow and slackened his jaw against the pillow. 

"Is there a problem?" 

"Oh, you know, its nothing. Just.. you gonna fuck me with that or..?" Walter had lifted himself onto his knees, 
arms extending to grip the headboard. He threw his hair over his shoulder and fixed Don with a pointed, 
unobscured glare. 


"What about ‘almost any day'?" 


Don shimmied forward to slot himself along the curve of Walt's body and lined himself up, pressing forward 
just enough to make a dip in the skin 


"Oh, when | say | could kill you." 


"You can see her almost any day.." Don sang, rocking his hips into the cleft of Walts ass. "See, there's an extra 


beat there, you dont have to hold anything out. That works’ 

"Im so happy for you," Walter murmured, flipped him the bird, face buried in the pillow. 
"So what about voulez vous coucher avec moi, then?" 

"| don't fucking know, what if we just used voulez-- aaah, voulez." 


Walter lifted his face from the pillow and stuttered, groaned long and rich as each of Don's many generous 


inches worked their laborious way inside of him. 


"Voulez vous--! Fuck, oh, fuck" 

"Shit." 

Don let out a punched noise, settling in, buried to the hilt. He draped himself along Walter's back and dug his 
blunt fingernails into his hips hard enough to leave little red crescent moons thereafter. Walter felt his hair 
tickle his shoulderblades, breath ghosting in hot waves over the nape of his neck. 

Together, they set a slow, familiar rhythm, enough to work themselves into a simmer before long, grunting 


and sighing into it but not losing themselves to it. The kind of rhythm they fell into when they wanted to 


continue some vague modicum of conversation. 

"What you said before..." 

"What..? Mm." 

"You're onto something, there.” 

"| don't know what you mean. Ah. Down a little, c'mon 

Donald obeyed, and Walter pushed back into the angle, flexing the muscles in his thighs with the effort: 
"You said voulez voulez voulez vous" 


"I didn't mean to say it like that. Your damned dick made me lose my train of thought. You can write that one 


in your diary." 


"Heh. But think about it though--hh," Donald groaned when Walter clenched around him, the cheeky bastard, 


"You can see her almost any day, singin," 

"Singin" voulez voulez voulez vous," Walter sighed, "Oh yeah, that's it" 

A laugh. "My dick or the line?" 

"Jesus, come on, I'm fucking dying down here, pick up the pace." 

One day Donald might have it in his heart to tell Walt he won't take his little petulant orders anymore. But 
tonight, just like so many nights before spent watching him rock back on his cock and locking eyes with him 
over his hunched shoulders, the thought of denying him was too far off to even consider. 


And besides, it had been a productive songwriting session 


"Christ, Don," Walter yelped, forced nearly upright by an arm looped around his chest. "Where'd you get a 


backbo-- oooh, shit" 

The new angle hit deep, deliciously deep. Walter felt fortunate to be facing away. 
"Sthis good?" Don asked. 

"So fucking good" 


Walter's hips dropped heavily to match the momentum they had built. His sighs turned to groans turned to a 


long, resonant moan that tangled with Don's airy vocalizations as the spring in his gut wound ever tighter. 


Then Don reached around to wrap a hand around his cock and gave a few strokes and Walter let out a 


guttural, raw sound as his senses peaked with white, shimmering relief. 

Through the euphoria, he barely heard Don say "Hey, quieten down," behind him before he exhaled sharply, 
shudderingly, like the air was zapped from him, and trembled against his back with his own release. He gave a 
few shallow thrusts and then, pleasantly spent, sagged against Walt's body. 

"Goddamn," he sighed, cheek pressed to damp skin. 


"You came in me, fucking savage," Walter panted. 


"You didn't tell me not to," Don slurred against his shoulder, brain lagging five seconds behind the waking 


world, "Sssorry." 
"Aw, l'm just kidding.” 


The endorphins stuck around even as the afterglow faded. Walter crumpled in a sweaty heap to the bed, unable 
to keep himself upright with his useless, wobbling thighs as soon as he peeled his slick hands from the 
headboard. 


He reached over without so much as bothering to lift his head and skittered his fingers along the dirty floor, 
fishing around for his discarded shirt. When he finally found it, he dug in the pocket for whatever remained of 
his pack of cigarettes. He lit one up, and offered one to Don, who had settled on his back next to him. 


"No, thanks,” Donald said, waving his hand. 

He spared a furtive glance at Walter, who blew his smoke toward the ceiling fan. It curled and dispersed with 
the current. The tangy smell permeated the room, mingled with the heady scent of sweat and sex. Walter's 
cheeks shone high and pink at their peaks, hair wild and voluminous with friction and perspiration. He looked like 


some visual representation of the after-sex cliche. Like a raunchy cartoon in Playboy Magazine. 


He looked radiant. But what else was new. 


Oxytocin, Too, and all its dangerous machinations, had wormed its way in under the door, hung in the heavy air. 


"You keep that up and we'll be in business forever," Walt said after some time, putting out his cigarette and 
turning his head toward Don, who hadn't realized how long he'd been staring. 


"Wellspring of inspiration, isn't it," Don yawned, suddenly feeling the full extent of the day's events. His arms 


and legs were molten lead. 

This was normally when Walter retreated to the shower, alone, and climbed into his own bed. But instead, he 
turned to his side, throwing his arm across Don's chest. The motion kicked the dust off Donald's heart, set it 
alight with high-school flutters. Made him feel properly pathetic. 

"D'you mind..?" Walter muttered, eyes teetering and falling shut as though weighed down at the lashes. 

"Are you serious?" Don scoffed, "Geez, you amaze me." 

Walter only hummed gently in reply, shifting his legs together under the covers like a cricket. 


"Good work today." 


"Yeah, see you tomorrow at the studio." 


On the other side of the wall, Denny and Skunk passed a depleting bottle of Jack between themselves. Not like it 
made any difference how much remained; they could have had all the liquor in the world, and still, there would 
be no unhearing what they had heard. 

lm not going to be able to play that song," Denny said. 

"You're tellin’ me." 


"You hear them finishing each other's sentences when they were--" 


"I'm not going to sit here and discuss the sloppy, loud fornication of our bandmates with you, Denny. You heard 
it, | heard it, every fucking rat in this motel heard it" 


"It's fucked up, though, isn't it? Two people being like that.” 


"Gay?" 


"No! Fucking.. in sync like that" 
Skunk dragged his hands over his face. 


"You're some kinda dude, Denny, because | was too busy cringing at the mental image of Walter's assuredly 
fucking terrifying sex-face to consider that, oh gee, maybe they're soulmates." 


Denny shook the empty bottle of Jack, staring at it as if willing it to fill on its own 
"Figured Don would be the one who liked it up the ass, honestly." 


"God, we're gonna need more of that." 


